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is the voice of your ghost,
the lightning
behind the screen of memory,
and the spring of past flowers;
though, you yourself are your ghost
do not believe the ghost, for,
the flower of life never blossoms
wherever the ghost steps in.
It is the jeering of the ghost
in the whispers of your conscience
and the consciousness
is filled with suspicion,
and every step
is an ugly surprise.
Conscience makes cowards of us all,
it soaks the dried stubs of affection
with love,
and becoming a bond,
the thought stops you
in the path of action.
The multitude of thoughts
hides the truth,
that thought is a broken lyre
which is not in tune with action.
The living creature, lost in nightmares,
rolls on the bed.
Will you sit searching for lice
in the hair of life, while
getting rid of the cold of troubles
near the fire-pot of self-pity?
Can you look outside, removing
the blanket from your face?
Can you play
the chess of life
unto the last?
Are you tempted to go to the heaven